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Chapter One

“C’mon, Hazel, I really need it.”

“No. You know I can’t hand this stuff out like
candy.”

“But this time I really need it. Come on, bestie,
pleeeeease.”

“As your bestie, I’m telling you, I shouldn’t let
you have any more.”

“You sound serious.” Roxy’s pink lips flattened out
into a straight line.

Hazel could tell she was getting frustrated. Until
that moment, there had been a lightness to their exchange;
suddenly, the mood had changed. Roxy liked to get her way, but
Hazel needed to put her foot down. She was her oldest friend, after
all, and she wanted nothing but the best for her. She felt guilty,
but she was determined to put a stop to what could be an addiction
of sorts.

“I’m sorry, Roxy, but this stuff can be dangerous.
And I’m worried about you. This won’t make you happy—not in the
long run.”

Roxy groaned. “How do you know? Don’t you want me to
be happy?”

“Of course I want you to be happy. That’s not
fair. You’re my best friend.” Hazel rubbed her arm. “And that’s
exactly why I don’t think I should give you any more.”

Roxy changed tactics. “Look,” she said, leaning
forward on the stool across from Hazel. She put her elbows on the
countertop and cupped her chin in her hands, her big brown eyes
sparkling with trademark Roxy charm. She smiled at Hazel, and Hazel
couldn’t help smiling back. “This is the last time. I promise.
Alicia is the real thing. She just doesn’t want to admit it. All I
need is a tiny bit of love potion to move things along, and it’s in
the bag.”

“You’re not actually going to put Alicia into a bag,
are you?”

“Come on. I’m not that desperate.” Roxy chucked a
stray paperclip at Hazel, who batted it away, and they both
laughed.

“Okay, okay, all right,” Hazel said. It wasn’t
really ethical, but she had a hard time saying no to Roxy.

She went to the back room of the Witch Is In,
unlocked a cabinet, and came back to the front counter with a small
vial of light pink-colored liquid that shimmered and sparkled in
her hand. She placed it in a velvet drawstring bag and handed it to
Roxy, who tucked the whole thing into one of the ample pockets on
her button-up flannel shirt. She patted the pocket
protectively.

“I’ll take good care of it,” she said and gave her a
devilish wink.

“Just remember, you both have to agree to use
it. You can’t just dump it into her drink without telling her.
That’s a consent issue.” Hazel gave her a serious look and for
once, Roxy dropped some of the bluster. A look of sadness marred
her features momentarily before clearing up again.

“Of course.” Roxy cleared her throat. “Thank you. I
really appreciate it.”

Hazel smiled. Roxy liked to pretend she was all
swagger, but beneath that brash exterior was a sensitivity most
people had no clue about. Roxy had been through a lot in her
twenty-five years, and Hazel knew she was still dealing with issues
from her parents’ divorce—or rather, divorces.

Hazel hugged Roxy. “I know.”

They stepped apart.

“What would I ever do without you?” said Roxy, her
tone light and jovial again.

“Luckily, we don’t have to find out.”

“You know, that’s a good point,” said Roxy, putting
on her buffalo plaid jacket. “Why haven’t you ever fallen deeply in
love with me? It would solve a lot of problems for both of us.”

This was a conversation they’d already had many
times. Despite her jolly tone and the playful punch she landed,
ever so unromantically, on Hazel’s arm, her question was more
loaded than usual.

“It’s not like you’re crazy for me, either, my
dear,” said Hazel, sitting back down at the counter and
absent-mindedly straightening up the area around the cash register.
The shop was getting busier and busier since Halloween was just
over a month away. Soon it would be nonstop crowds for the Salem
Halloween festival.

“It’s a shame. Two good-looking ladies like us, who
have known each other forever, and we could be happily in love
instead of ‘just friends.’”

“There’s nothing the matter with being ‘just
friends.’ You know I love you like a sister. And I really do want
you to be happy. I’m just not sure that Alicia is ‘the one.’”

Roxy rolled her eyes. “We’ve been through this over
and over again. What Alicia and I have is magical. Pun intended.
When we’re together—”

“In bed, I assume?”

“Yes, of course. But not just in bed. Even
when we hang out—”

“Doing what?”

“What?”

“What are you doing when you’re not hanging out in
bed?” Hazel asked innocently.

Roxy hesitated. “Oh, you know…whatever. Having
breakfast. Or dinner.” She stumbled around for the right answer
before Hazel burst out laughing. “What’s so funny?”

“It sounds like Alicia is just another sleepover
friend.” Hazel wiggled her eyebrows. “Are you sure you want to
waste your last ever love potion on her?”

“That’s not fair. You don’t know Alicia.
She’s…she’s…” Again, Roxy was lost for words, and Hazel supplied
her with some options.

“Good in bed? A great lay? A perfect pillow
princess?”

Roxy laughed, but Hazel got the impression that it
wasn’t sincere laughter. Ever since her mother’s second marriage
had failed about five years earlier, Roxy had been on a quest to
date as many women as possible. Hazel wasn’t a shrink, but it
didn’t take a degree in psychology to figure out that Roxy wanted
to succeed where her parents, evidently, hadn’t. Hazel had tried to
broach the topic with her several times, but each time Roxy shut
her down; she wasn’t ready to talk about it and Hazel respected
that.

Hazel started the business of closing up the shop
for the evening. Technically, the shop closed at six, but she
usually didn’t lock up until a little later in case anyone needed
something at the last minute. A good portion of her customers were
day trippers who wanted to shop at a store like the Witch Is In as
part of the whole “Salem experience.” For them, she had postcards,
souvenirs, essential oils, numerology guides, short and easily
digestible Salem history books, various stones and minerals, as
well as a wide assortment of tchotchkes relating to the
supernatural world. She had a contingent of local, regular
customers who liked to browse her used books section or pop in for
sage smudging kits.

Her shop was also patronized by local witches like
herself; for them, she had a special section that most customers
never knew about. Witches, wizards, and fey customers were the ones
who might come in for spell scrolls or potion ingredients like
butterfly wings or mandrake roots.

Today was a quiet day, though, and there were no
last-minute shoppers. Hazel let her assistant, Rita, go home early.
While she locked up, swept the floors, and did some dusting, she
let Roxy tell her all about the wonders of Alicia—both in and out
of the bedroom.

“I’m sorry you haven’t had a chance to really get to
know her,” Roxy concluded after regaling Hazel with how they had
met by chance at a club in Boston and then both realized they lived
in Salem. According to Roxy, the honeymoon phase had been a
wonderful whirlwind, though Hazel was getting the impression that
it hadn’t lasted very long. Hence the need for a love potion.
“She’s so busy these days trying to set up her online business. I
keep offering to help, but she wants to do it all herself. I told
her you could probably give her some great pointers on running a
small business, but I think she felt intimidated.”

More like threatened, Hazel thought to herself. She
had a feeling that Alicia was, in actuality, using Roxy for sex and
then ghosting her the rest of the time. Meeting Roxy’s friends
would mean having to admit they were in a relationship. Sadly, Roxy
had had many “girlfriends” like Alicia—women who weren’t looking
for anything serious, who just wanted to have some fun.

And Roxy was fun. She was funny and outgoing and
terribly adorable, with her mop of dark curls, cropped close to her
head, her sparkling brown eyes, and her irrepressible dimples. She
was tall, athletic, and full of butch swagger. She was too cute for
her own good, apparently—she attracted all the wrong women.

Hazel wished Roxy could meet someone who deserved
her, who actually made her happy for more than a night at a time.
Alicia was obviously a loser. Hazel regretted giving Roxy the love
potion and wondered if she could take it back. Her potions were
carefully crafted so that they only worked to heighten existing
feelings between people—sort of like hitting the accelerator in a
relationship. They didn’t work if there were no real feelings to
build on, and Hazel had a pretty good idea that Alicia’s feelings
for Roxy weren’t very strong, in which case, the potion wouldn’t do
anything at all.

“Earth to Hazel. Come in, Hazel,” Roxy was saying,
waving her hand in front of Hazel’s face. “Are you ever going to
finish sweeping?”

“Sorry. I’m done. I just need to feed the cat.”

Hazel’s familiar, a large black cat with golden eyes
named Beezle, was currently out chasing squirrels or whatever he
got up to during the day, but she liked to leave him a little bowl
of crunchy food at night.

Sometimes he showed up at the shop; other times he
showed up at the house; either way, Hazel always left him a treat.
As a familiar, Beezle was a magical animal whose rights to roam
couldn’t be curbed. He was always around, though, when Hazel needed
him.

“So, I’m seeing Alicia later tonight, actually, and
I can give her the potion right away,” Roxy said as they left the
shop and walked down the street to the coffee shop, the Magic Bean.
It was a chilly evening in late September, and the wind blew down
sharply, making Hazel shiver in her cardigan. It was time to pull
out her autumn cape.

“I think you mean, you can both take it
tonight. And shush! Don’t talk about it so loudly.” Only a few of
her closest friends and some trusted, regular customers knew about
her side business of brewing up distinctly non-FDA-approved love
potions. She didn’t need to get investigated because of Roxy’s
indiscretion.

“Sorry. Sheesh, don’t be so paranoid.”

“Remember that you have to be the first person she
sees after taking it. And you need to take some, too.”

“That’s silly. I’m already crazy about her.”

“It’s how the potion works—and it ensures that there
isn’t any consent issue.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I’ve told you this before. It only enhances
existing feelings—it can’t force someone to fall in love with
you.”

The love potions that Hazel brewed were meant to
help existing couples get through a rough patch. The idea was that
even healthy relationships had problems sometimes and partners
could grow distant. The potion would take the rough edges out of
arguments and restore some peace of mind while reminding partners
what they loved about each other. Ideally, both partners
should take some for it to work correctly.

Currently, the person or people in question still
needed to see the object of their affection in order for the potion
to work. There was a slight chance that the potion wouldn’t work
otherwise. Hazel was working to improve the potion to eliminate
that requirement, but the new batch needed some crucial ingredients
that she wouldn’t be able to collect until the next new moon.

“You know, if she doesn’t have any feelings for you
to begin with, then the potion won’t work. I can’t just magic
something that isn’t there.”

“I’m not asking you to,” Roxy assured her. “Alicia
is just scared to admit her feelings. The potion will allow her to
relax into them, that’s all.”

“You could just wait. Keep dating. It could happen
organically. Why force things?”

Roxy heaved a sigh; it seemed she was actually
putting some thought into her answer.

“I don’t know…I know we’re only twenty-five, but I
just…I feel like a failure. I’ve never had a relationship. You know
that. At least you had Camille, even if it didn’t work out.
Sometimes I just wonder if it’ll ever happen.”

Roxy’s voice was small, almost shy sounding, by the
time she finished the last words, and Hazel’s heart squeezed.

“Of course it’s going to happen! I just know it.
You’re a catch, and don’t you forget it.” Hazel hugged her around
the shoulders, and Roxy flashed her a grateful smile.

They reached the café and walked in. The warm air of
the café engulfed them pleasantly after the evening chill of the
street. It was agreeably cheerful inside, with lots of squashy
vintage furniture and mismatched chairs and tables. The café was
about half full, and Hazel and Roxy stood in line to order at the
counter.

“Are you telling me you can see the future now too?”
said Roxy, attempting some humor.

“I think I can already see it. It’s called hot
chocolate and I’m buying.”

“I won’t say no to that as long as I can have a
chai! I’m feeling spicy tonight.”

“Oh, I think we can manage that.”

They both grinned as they approached the counter,
and Hazel saw that Roxy’s good mood was restored.

“You two are in a good mood,” said Joanna. She was
the proprietor of the café and spoke with a thick accent. Joanna
was originally from Poland, but she’d been running the café for the
last ten years, and it had become a standby along Salem’s main
drag. She was in her late fifties, but looked good for her age, and
she and Hazel were both on the board of the Chamber of Commerce for
Salem. Sometimes Hazel wondered if Joanna had some magical
abilities, as she always seemed to know what was going on in
everyone’s lives. But that could just as easily be explained by the
fact that the café was a popular hangout spot for locals, and
anyone could learn a lot by listening to people’s
conversations.

“Just talking about Roxy’s love life.”

“Oh, must be interesting,” said Joanna. She took
their order. “What about your love life, Hazel?”

“I’m married to the sea, don’t you know?” said
Hazel, affecting the mannerisms of a hoary old sea captain. She
took an imaginary pipe out from between her lips. “Aye, she’s a
rough mistress.”

The three of them laughed and made more small talk
as Joanna prepared a chai latte for Roxy and poured a hot chocolate
for Hazel. Hazel’s love of all things chocolate was legendary among
their friends.

“Thanks, Jo,” said Roxy, offering to carry Hazel’s
drink and her own to a nearby table. Their “usual” table was far
enough away from the door to stay warm in the colder months, but
close enough to the air conditioning units in the summer to stay
cool. It also had a perfect view of the front door, as they shared
an incorrigible love of gossip.

The shop doorbells jingled, and Hazel and Roxy
turned to see who was entering the café. A woman there was
struggling with a large suitcase. Before anyone else moved, Roxy
jumped up to help her. Together they lifted the heavy, over-packed
suitcase into the shop interior, and the newcomer huffed in
relief.

“Thank you so much.” Her voice rang out sweetly,
clear and cool in the dry autumn air, with a hint of an English
accent. When she lifted her head, Hazel grew dizzy. The woman was
the most beautiful, enchanting woman she’d ever seen. And by the
look on Roxy’s face, she thought so too. There was no question in
Hazel’s mind things were about to become complicated.


Chapter Two

Hazel’s heart skipped a beat. The tall blond woman
talking to Roxy at the door of the café was stunning and elegant.
Her long overcoat was a frosty blue that perfectly matched her
striking blue eyes and contrasted well with her light blond hair.
Her hair was chin length, stylishly cut, and as she unbuttoned her
coat, Hazel saw she was tastefully dressed in a cream-colored
turtleneck and perfectly tailored gray slacks.

Damn, thought Hazel. She could tell Roxy was
similarly entranced by the newcomer, whoever she was, and Hazel had
a feeling that Alicia would be soon forgotten. It was a shame,
though, because Hazel’s attraction to the woman was instant and
intense.

She watched Roxy gesturing over to their table,
obviously inviting the newcomer to join them, and she waved and
smiled. The woman smiled gingerly at her, looking a little
overwhelmed by Roxy’s friendliness. Roxy was like that—an extrovert
to the extreme. She could overpower quieter folks with her
exuberance. Sometimes she could come off as a bit of a bully, but
Hazel knew it was Roxy’s excitement for meeting other people and
wanting to make them feel welcome. Kind of like a really friendly
Great Dane.

A moment later, Roxy was heading over to Hazel, the
coat and suitcase of the new person in tow. Meanwhile, the stranger
headed to the counter to place her order.

“Oh my God, isn’t she gorgeous?” said Roxy in
a not-so-subtle stage whisper. She laid the beautiful icy blue
overcoat on a nearby chair and situated the suitcase there as well.
She was obviously hoping the new person would sit on the couch with
her. “Wow.”

“Shhh, she’ll hear you. And yes, I noticed. She’s
beautiful. Who is she?”

“Dr. Elizabeth Cowrie,” said Roxy, putting on an
awful British accent. “She’s here to do research in some archives.
From England,” she added unnecessarily.

Hazel’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. This was
intriguing indeed.

“Think she’s single?” said Hazel, shooting a look at
Roxy.

“Oh, believe me, I’ve already asked,” said Roxy,
laughing. “Single indeed. But don’t get any ideas. I call
dibs.”

“How can you call dibs when you have a love potion
in your pocket right now for Alicia?”

“Oh, please. Dibs is non-situational. Plus, you said
yourself Alicia probably isn’t interested. And I got the distinct
impression that this woman is very interested. In me, I mean.”

Hazel felt a sudden, sharp pang of disappointment
tinged with something uglier—jealousy, perhaps? For a second, she
even felt some anger. Just once, she wished Roxy wasn’t so ready to
jump ahead.

“She looks even better from behind.”

“Don’t be crass, Roxy,” said Hazel, forcing a
laugh.

Roxy surreptitiously pulled out the velvet bag with
the potion in it from her shirt pocket and pressed it into Hazel’s
hand as Dr. Cowrie approached them, carrying a large cup of
tea.

“Take it,” hissed Roxy, and Hazel quickly slid the
packet into her purse. “I don’t need it any more. I have a good
feeling about Elizabeth.”

“Hello.” The tall, blond, beautiful Elizabeth put
her steaming cup of Earl Grey on the table before sitting down,
ever so elegantly, next to Roxy on the squat, orange upholstered
settee across from Hazel. She put her hand out. “I’m
Elizabeth.”

Hazel grasped her warm, shapely hand and gave it a
squeeze; she felt her heart speed up at the touch. She was dizzy at
the closeness of Elizabeth.

“Hi, I’m Hazel. Nice to meet you.”

Elizabeth smiled and Hazel almost melted. She had a
large, warm smile that made her initial blonde iciness disappear
instantly. She looked like a movie star—a young Jodie Foster or
Linda Hamilton, perhaps.

“Thank you for helping me with my bags. It was
really lovely of you. I don’t know what I was thinking when I
packed for this trip.”

“What exactly’s in there?” asked Roxy, gesturing to
the large suitcase.

Elizabeth blushed. “I hate to admit it, but it’s
full of books and papers. In other words, loads of rubbish I don’t
need for an archival trip. It’s as though I packed like I wasn’t
going home at some point.” She chuckled ruefully at herself.

Roxy was obviously enchanted with her accent, and
Hazel could see her mouthing some of the words Elizabeth had
said.

“How long are you here for?” asked Hazel after a
beat, since Roxy was far too entranced to keep the conversation
going.

“It all depends, I suppose, on how well my research
goes. I’m hoping to stay until December and then go home for
Christmas, and then possibly come back to Boston and New Haven for
additional research.”

“Sounds fun,” said Hazel. “What are you
researching?”

“Witch trials, I’m afraid.”

Roxy and Hazel burst out laughing.

“Of course you are. We get lots of people around
here researching that time period,” said Hazel. “There’s plenty
here to read about and experience. Did Roxy already tell you that
she does some ghost tours around town for tourists? She’s an
excellent tour guide.”

“Really?” said Elizabeth. “Do you know, I’ve never
been on a ghost tour? I suppose this is the place to do it, isn’t
it?”

Roxy nodded enthusiastically. “I would be happy to
give you a private tour sometime.”

Elizabeth smiled at Roxy, and Hazel had to admit
that Elizabeth appeared pretty taken with her. But was Elizabeth a
lesbian? It wasn’t like she was wearing a badge or anything. Maybe
she was a really nice, genuine person. Time to test a theory.

“Roxy, haven’t you been working on a LGBTQ tour of
Salem, too?” Hazel prompted her.

“Really? That sounds absolutely wonderful,” said
Elizabeth. “I have always found the connection between witches and
lesbianism a fascinating one.”

That’s a good sign, thought Hazel, smiling to
herself, although the second statement sounded more like the
thoughts of a researcher.

“And Salem has some great lesbian and gay bars too,
if you’re into that kind of thing,” added Roxy, taking the hint.
“There’s a nice quiet bar where a bunch of us gay ladies hang out
around the corner—the Scarlet Letter.” Roxy gestured theatrically
to herself and Hazel as if wanting to make sure there were no
misunderstandings to be had.

Hazel had to admire Roxy’s brashness. She was all in
for trying to pin down Elizabeth.

“I’m not much of a partyer or bar-goer, I’m afraid,”
said Elizabeth, “but if it’s as quiet as you say it is, I suppose
it might be fun to check it out. With you, of course,” she added,
and Hazel could see Roxy’s eyes light up. “I’ve never been one to
go to pubs by myself, but I went a fair amount with my
ex-girlfriend.”

Now they knew for sure. Hazel and Roxy shared a
knowing glance.

“Great. We should definitely plan that,” said Roxy,
nodding enthusiastically. “Now, tell me all about your research. Is
there anything we can help you with? We are local experts, after
all. I’m a tour guide, and Hazel owns the shop just down the
street, the Witch Is In. She’s got lots of stuff in there for the
tourists, but it’s also a bookshop with some great local
history.”

Elizabeth smiled at Roxy’s enthusiasm, and although
Roxy had included Hazel in her “pitch” to help Elizabeth, Hazel
could tell it was time to give Roxy some space for her wooing.
Plus, she really should take the vial of love potion back to the
shop and lock it up. Love potions were the kind of thing that could
cause a lot of trouble if they were left out for anyone to
find.

Hazel finished the last sip of her hot chocolate and
made her excuses. Roxy shot her a grateful smile as Hazel waved
good-bye to them. She left them deep in conversation, and despite
her initial attraction to Elizabeth, Hazel could see that Elizabeth
was attracted to Roxy almost as much as Roxy was attracted to
her.

Just my luck, thought Hazel, as she stepped out into
the brisk night air, Roxy has two romantic prospects and, as usual,
I have zero.

 


* * *

 


By the time Hazel reached the front entrance of the
Witch Is In, her light autumn jacket wasn’t enough to keep her
warm. The weather had turned much cooler, and her hands were numb
as she fumbled for the keys to the shop.

The shop was Hazel’s baby—a dream holding on to
reality by the barest of ties. Even with all her magic to help her,
there was no way to predict whether a small business would sink or
swim. There were many shops like Hazel’s in Salem. It was, after
all, witch-hunting central in the seventeenth century, and the town
had, in more recent decades, embraced its haunted history with
kitschy abandon.

There were “museums” dedicated to the witch trials
featuring dramatic voiceover narration through loudspeakers as well
as Puritan wax dummies placed in tableaux from the town’s ghoulish
past. Beyond that, there were many shops dedicated to all things
witchy and “magical”: magic crystals, tarot cards, charms against
the evil eye, numerology guides, and palm reading.

The Witch Is In offered all of those things and
more.

Hazel prided herself on the fact that her shop had a
wide selection of books and movies in addition to all the usual
tacky souvenirs and paranormal gimcracks. She also offered palm
readings and tarot card readings by appointment, as did many of the
other shops and salons on the main drag. Still, she liked to think
that hers was likely the most authentic of them all.

And then there was the secret menu at the shop, for
an exclusive clientele only. They were mostly locals or, at the
very least, repeat customers who lived in the area and frequented
the shop. The special offerings were available via word of mouth,
and Hazel made sure that only trusted souls would be informed of
her select services, like the love potions.

Aside from those, Hazel occasionally made other
kinds of potions in addition to doing the purification of homes,
herb garden consultations, and the occasional dis-enchantment. A
few antique dealers in the area had approached her to help chase
away unhappy spirits who were haunting otherwise quite saleable
antique clocks and cupboards, and Hazel had enjoyed quite a bit of
luck in that line of work.

The shop was her home away from home, her refuge,
her dream come true. Normally, her small charms and enchantments
ensured that the shop always felt like a safe place in which to
relax and be comforted.

Stepping into the store tonight, Hazel didn’t feel
the usual sensation of warmth and relaxation that she often did
there, and alarm bells went off in her head.

As she walked toward the back of the shop, her neck
began prickling with a sensation that was familiar though not
instantly identifiable. Instinctively, she braced herself as she
walked to the back of the shop, through the room where she did palm
and tarot readings, and past the back storage rooms and office. At
the very end of the hallway, she could see a shadow looming in
outline behind the frosted glass of the back door entrance to the
shop.

Hazel threw the door open, her heart racing.

“Well, hello there,” said a familiar voice.

“Oh,” said Hazel, feeling silly and annoyed at the
same time, peering out into the night at the visitor. “It’s
you.”

“Who’d you think?” Camille turned in profile, and
the distant glow of a streetlamp lit up her pale features.

She was shorter than Hazel, though not by much, and
instantly imposing, with long, curling black hair, perfectly arched
black eyebrows, and large, almond shaped eyes that Hazel knew were
violet, even if she couldn’t quite see their color in the dim light
of evening. Her ruby red lips were curled into a mischievous grin
that didn’t reveal the sharp, shining white teeth Hazel knew were
beneath. She was wearing a dark cloak over a black dress, and even
on a cold autumn evening, it had a plunging neckline that made
Hazel shiver—from cold, she told herself, not excitement.

Camille hadn’t changed a bit, thought Hazel, trying
to collect her thoughts. It wasn’t every day that her vampire
ex-girlfriend showed up on her doorstep.

“Sorry, it was dark and creepy in the shop, and I
didn’t know who was out here.”

Camille pouted. “Aren’t you going to invite me
in?”

“And here I thought you had the run of the place,”
said Hazel, momentarily surprised.

“I guess you were angrier with me than you
remembered,” said Camille, her expression unreadable, though there
was a hint of derision in her otherwise sultry voice.

“Sorry,” said Hazel, trying to be amenable, and
immediately cursing herself for apologizing. After all, it was
Camille who had ended things, badly. Still, Hazel found it
impossible not to be gracious to people; Roxy sometimes told her
she was a doormat, which was pretty rich coming from her as she’d
benefited many times over from Hazel’s generosity.

In any case, she and Camille were history; their
relationship had ended over a year ago, and she was over it. It had
taken a while, but Hazel had gotten over it. She wasn’t
angry anymore, only curious. And a little worried. Why was Camille
here? Now?

“Please, come in.”

Quick as a flash, Camille was inside, and the funny,
prickly feeling was now explained: it was Hazel’s self-installed
Camille alarm spell. She had installed it right after the breakup
and had, apparently, forgotten all about it.

“Ouch. That’s a bit harsh,” said Camille, rubbing at
her arms as though she felt the spell physically.

Hazel snapped her fingers, muttered an incantation,
and broke the spell.

“Better?”

“Much,” said Camille, still rubbing her arms. Now it
was her turn to snap her fingers, and suddenly the lights were on,
and it was much cozier in the shop. “You see? I do still have some
tricks of my own.” She winked at Hazel the way she had a thousand
times when they were dating.

Hazel studied Camille a moment; it was hard not to
look at her. Vampires had that quality; as a witch, Hazel couldn’t
be hypnotized or glamoured like a mere mortal, but she wasn’t
totally immune to Camille’s glittering, dangerous beauty
either.

By the warm light of the shop, Camille didn’t look
any less undead than before, and her skin glowed with an ethereal,
moon-like quality that Hazel had once found exceedingly attractive.
Her violet eyes flashed beneath her long lashes, and Hazel couldn’t
help but recall their last happy memory.

They had gone for a moonlit hike up to an overlook
with a view of the water. The lights of the dinghies and boats had
flickered in the night, and the summer air had enveloped them in
its soft, dewy embrace. Camille had kissed Hazel that night as she
had a thousand times before, skimming her preternaturally soft lips
over Hazel’s lips and neck, nibbling there but never biting,
holding her tight in her arms. Hazel remembered her desire, warm
and pulsing through her blood, lighting her skin on fire. They had
spread a blanket down on the ground and lain there, together,
and—

Hazel made herself stop reliving the moment and come
back to the present. She was grateful that Camille couldn’t read
her thoughts, another perk of being a witch.

She forced herself to remember the very next day,
when Camille had broken up with her. She had cheated on her with
another vampire and left with her to Oregon. It had all happened
quite out of the blue, and aside from one random postcard from
Camille, Hazel hadn’t heard from her since then. This visit was
quite unexpected.

“So? Why are you here?” She tried to make herself
sound casual, though she had a feeling that Camille could see right
through her paltry attempts at studied indifference.

“That’s not a very nice way of greeting an old
friend, is it?” Camille walked through the main aisle of the store,
running her hands familiarly across the counter and shelves full of
knickknacks and souvenirs. “Not much has changed here.”

“I know you’re not here to discuss my third quarter
earnings.”

Hazel tried to keep her tone light, but it was hard.
Her mind was working overtime trying to figure out what Camille was
up to. A sudden, suspicious feeling had taken hold of her that she
couldn’t quite explain. Was Camille moving back to Salem? Did she
get dumped herself? Was she playing mind games again?

Camille laughed, and her laughter sounded like the
tinkling of a wind chime. It had been one of Hazel’s favorite
sounds when they’d been dating. After Camille broke her heart,
she’d thrown out all her wind chimes and refused to sell any at the
shop. Yes, there had been some dramatic moments after that
breakup.

“No, no,” said Camille, sauntering back toward
Hazel, who was standing with her back against a bookshelf full of
magic-themed children’s books. “Really, I just came here to see
you, Hazel my dear.”

She stood dangerously close, so close that Hazel
could smell her usual, intoxicating scents: vanilla and lavender
and something a little spicy that, no matter how hard she tried,
she couldn’t identify. Roxy had joked that it was eau de
vampire.

Hazel tried to pinpoint any hint that Camille was
being facetious, but Camille didn’t look like she was joking; in
fact, Hazel could swear that Camille was one hundred percent in
earnest.

“I missed you,” said Camille, her voice low and
soft. “But I guess you haven’t missed me, have you? Maybe you even
have someone new.”

“No.” The word escaped Hazel’s lips a little too
quickly. Why couldn’t she ever lie in a situation like this? “Not
as yet.” She paused, trying to find something dignified to say. “I
like being single.”

Camille would never buy it.

“Ah,” said Camille. “I see. Nothing but work, work,
work for my little Hazel, is it?”

Camille leered seductively and reached out to touch
her arm, but Hazel instinctively moved away and flinched. Those
small movements registered with Camille and put her off. She moved
away and began to pace the room, looking at random things on
shelves and talking to Hazel with her back to her.

“Seriously, Hazel, I thought you’d at least respond
to my postcard.”

“Why would I do that?”

“I thought we were friends.”

“You didn’t really think so, did you? Not
after what you did,” said Hazel, trying not to let her voice shake.
She wanted to say “after what you did to me,” but her voice
caught in her throat and she paused, letting the unsaid words hang
in the air between them.

Camille’s demeanor suddenly changed and became
businesslike.

“I’m sorry for thinking we could reminisce a bit,”
said Camille, walking back over to Hazel, this time with her large,
black patent leather purse shining between them and her tall patent
leather heels click-clacking across the floor. “I thought we could
include some pleasure with our business.”

“Business?”

“Yes, I have a business proposition for you, my
dear.”

Hazel pushed against the counter, holding it
tightly. A proposition from your vampire ex-girlfriend could never
be a good thing.


Chapter Three

Elizabeth watched with some disappointment as Hazel
put on her cloak and left the café with a friendly wave. She had
enjoyed the easy conversation between the three of them; now, alone
with Roxy, things felt a bit more intimate. Not that Elizabeth
necessarily minded; Roxy was cute and flirty and clearly working
very hard to entertain her. Elizabeth had forgotten how nice
it could be to flirt with an attractive woman.

Roxy offered to buy them both another
drink—something a little harder than tea and hot chocolate.
Elizabeth knew she’d be up early the next day due to jet lag, but
at the same time, a glass of wine sounded like just the thing after
a long international flight.

From her perch, she could observe Roxy walking
toward the counter. Her figure was tall and striking, and Elizabeth
enjoyed the view.

Roxy brought back their drinks and sat down
comfortably next to Elizabeth, handing her a glass of California
Merlot before taking a long swig of her beer.

“Not bad,” Elizabeth said appreciatively.

“Glad you like our American wines,” said Roxy, and
they clinked drinks in a little toast. “To new friends.” Roxy
winked.

“Yes, that sounds nice,” Elizabeth said. “You’re
quite the welcoming committee, Roxy. Do you do that for all the
lesbians who come to Salem?”

“Sure do,” said Roxy, with a laugh. “Though none of
them are nearly as pretty—or interesting—as you.”

Elizabeth blushed and tried to turn the conversation
back to safer topics. After all, it wouldn’t do to shag the first
lesbian she met in America.

“No, but, seriously, you must know simply everything
there is to know about Salem,” said Elizabeth, trying to regain her
composure and taking another sip of wine. “I appreciate being able
to meet such a wonderful guide on my first night here.”

Roxy’s grin got even bigger, if that was possible.
Elizabeth was starting to worry that her face might crack.

“I love Salem. You know, I grew up around
here. I know every nook and cranny of this town and all its
secrets.”

“Are there lots of secrets, then?” Elizabeth was
genuinely interested. She had read so much about Salem from an
academic point of view, but she was dying to know more about it
from a local’s angle.

“Oh yeah,” said Roxy. She paused, and her eyes got a
fuzzy, far-off look in them.

The pause lengthened to a good minute—or at least it
felt like that to Elizabeth. “Roxy, are you okay?”

Roxy blushed.

“Oh yeah, sorry. I was thinking about all the places
I want to show you around town. What are you doing tomorrow
night?”

“Goodness, I hardly know. I’ve got a feeling I’ll be
still recovering from jet lag.” Just as she finished the last word,
she felt a yawn coming on; her face was stiff and tired from being
awake for nearly twenty-four hours.

“Of course,” said Roxy. “What was I thinking? Silly
me. How about the day after?” Her voice was boisterous and eager,
and her energy reminded Elizabeth all the more of the massive
amount of work she had ahead of her at the archives.

“I’m so sorry, but I’m going to be stuck in the
archives for the rest of the week. I’ve been having difficulty
accessing some of the catalogs online, so it’s all going to take
much longer than I would like.”

“But a girl’s gotta eat, though, right?”

Elizabeth tried to smile as warmly as she could,
while also keeping her tone of voice light and friendly. Roxy was
cute, but Elizabeth wasn’t in Salem for romance. She was there to
do research and finish the book that would help her climb up the
ladder of academia back in England or perhaps even here in the
United States—and hopefully prove to her family that a life in the
ivory tower was something they could be proud of.

“I just got here. I need to settle in. I hope you
don’t take offense to that. But why don’t we do something on
Saturday? That’ll give me plenty of time to start my research and
make myself at home.”

Elizabeth could see that her proposition wasn’t
exactly what Roxy had in mind; she was pouting a bit but managed to
smile, nonetheless.

They made small talk about what Roxy wanted to show
Elizabeth in town, and before they knew it, it was after ten.

“Oh dear.” Elizabeth yawned. “It’s so late.
Dreadfully late.”

“Aw, it’s only ten fifteen.”

“Yes, but I’m exhausted and jet-lagged. You won’t
mind if I pop off now, do you?” Elizabeth rubbed at her eyes.

“Of course not, as long as you let me walk you
home.”

Elizabeth couldn’t help smiling at Roxy’s
determination. And since she had zero sense of direction, it really
was an excellent proposition. She didn’t like the idea of trying to
get into her rental by herself in the dark in a new place.

They left the café together, Roxy gallantly offering
to take Elizabeth’s suitcase off her hands, and, laden down with
her luggage, the two of them made their way to the house Elizabeth
was renting for the next few months.

As they walked, Roxy asked question after question
until Elizabeth felt like she was giving an interview. What kind of
things did she do for fun? What was her favorite kind of cuisine?
Could they exchange phone numbers in case she changed her mind
about dinner during the week?

Despite feeling slightly overwhelmed by Roxy’s
enthusiasm, Elizabeth was flattered by the attention—and she
certainly couldn’t deny that having someone carry her luggage for
her was nice. Of course, she could have taken a cab to her rental,
but the evening air was refreshing after hours and hours on a plane
and train.

Still, Elizabeth knew it would take a whole day just
to set up her home office and get organized, and her work schedule
wouldn’t permit her to hang out before Saturday. There were simply
too many things to take care of, errands to run, plus other
complications that she explained to Roxy as they walked: revisions
on an article, writing a conference paper, giving her graduate
students back in England feedback on their essays.

Elizabeth could see Roxy’s enthusiasm diminishing
somewhat as she detailed all the items on her to do list.

“Gosh, I had no idea that being a researcher was so
much work,” said Roxy, her enthusiasm somewhat dampened. “Are you
going to have any time for fun in Salem? It really is a fun
town.”

“I’m afraid it’s much more work than most films
would have you think,” said Elizabeth before double-checking the
address of the rental on her phone. It was indeed the same as the
small bungalow in front of her, which, thanks to a particularly
well-placed streetlamp, was quite easy to make out.

“This is it,” said Elizabeth, using the check-in
information on her phone to input the correct code on a lockbox and
pull out a key. “Thanks so much for walking with me and dragging my
suitcase. Do you need the loo before you go?”

Roxy looked at her blankly.

“Loo. Toilet?” Elizabeth wrinkled her brow in
concentration “What on earth do you all call it here? Oh,
bathroom.”

Roxy laughed. “No, I’m good. But thanks for asking.
‘Loo.’ That’s cute.”

Elizabeth grinned at her. “Glad you think so. Well,
good night then. It’s terribly late, and I simply must get to
bed.”

“Of course. It was so nice to meet you.” She helped
pull the luggage up the stairs onto the porch and they exchanged
phone numbers. “I’ll definitely give you a ring on the weekend if I
don’t see you before then. But it’s a small town, so I probably
will.”

“I hope so. And maybe you can invite Hazel as well.
I’d like to get to know her, too. Good night.”

And with that, Elizabeth entered the house and
closed the door behind her. Yes, she had a lot of work ahead of
her, but having something fun planned for the weekend with Roxy and
Hazel would be excellent motivation to stay on task. She really
hoped she could get to know Hazel more. She seemed quieter and a
bit easier to talk to than Roxy. She was pretty, too, in a
different way than Roxy: softer, curvier. Yes, she really was
attractive—though her leaving so early on suggested maybe she
wasn’t as interested in getting to know Elizabeth as her
friend.

Elizabeth shrugged and heaved another yawn. She
would see them both that weekend, most likely, and in the meantime,
she needed to get some rest and get to the archives. She unpacked,
showered, brushed her teeth, and fell asleep almost as soon as her
head hit the pillow.

 


* * *

 


After Elizabeth closed the door, Roxy stood there,
dumbfounded. Up until that moment, she’d thought Elizabeth was
bluffing—that she was actually going to relent and invite Roxy in.
If only she’d gotten over the threshold. Maybe they could have at
least kissed. Sure, it would have been a bit quick since they’d
literally just met, but so what?

As Roxy walked into the cold night air by herself,
she couldn’t help but think about Elizabeth’s request to have Hazel
join them. What if she wasn’t interested in something romantic?
Roxy’s deeply rooted beliefs in fate and love at first sight
wouldn’t allow for that possibility. She’d felt a spark with
Elizabeth, there was no doubt about it.

On the street corner, Roxy paused. She was so close
to Hazel’s house. Maybe she’d take a look and see if Hazel was
home.

She walked the streets that, even in the darkness,
were familiar. She had grown up in this neighborhood, living there
with her parents and brothers until the age of twelve. Then her
parents had divorced, and they’d each moved to different
neighborhoods. It’d been heartbreaking because Hazel lived two
streets over and they were always tight. Still, they remained close
friends, and now that Hazel had inherited her family home, Roxy
always had a reason to revisit her old haunts.

As she walked the streets of her childhood, Roxy’s
thoughts turned, as they often did in this neighborhood, to her
parents’ divorce. The yelling, the arguments, the doors slamming.
Hazel’s house, with its smell of baking cookies and the happy
sounds of Hazel’s parents talking to one another, laughing, acting
like normal parents: it had been a refuge for Roxy. And Hazel had
always been there for her. When times were toughest, Roxy knew she
could always go over to Hazel’s for a sleepover. They’d watch silly
scary movies like the old Dawn of the Dead or Rosemary’s
Baby, make freshly popped popcorn, and look up at the stars
through the family telescope. Hazel’s family didn’t mind that Roxy
was “over the top” or “loud”—things her teachers often wrote on
report cards. They accepted her as she was—and she accepted them
and their magic without question. She and Hazel had bonded over
being different, not fitting in at school, and not wanting
to fit in. They were their own perfect club of two.

Of course, things had changed when Hazel went off to
a liberal arts college on scholarship and Roxy went on an athletic
scholarship to State—a scholarship she couldn’t keep when her
grades dipped too low. She’d been forced to come home in shame: a
shame her father didn’t care about because he thought college was
for losers, and a shame her mother liked to remind her about every
time they talked. Hazel wasn’t a snob, and she only cared that Roxy
did what she loved. She was supportive and kind, and they always
had each other’s back. Hazel was there for Roxy when her mother
divorced again and when Roxy had to drop out of college, and Roxy
was there for Hazel when her father died and when Camille broke
Hazel’s heart.

They were tough broads, and they could always count
on each other. Roxy knew how lucky she was to have Hazel as her
bestie.

She made her way to Hazel’s front porch but was
surprised to find the house dark. The porch light wasn’t on, and
Beezle was sitting outside, giving Roxy a knowing look. Roxy knew
Beezle had special powers, and his glowering stare at her convinced
her something was up.

It was unlike Hazel to be out so late. When she’d
left the café, Roxy had assumed it was to give her space with
Elizabeth, but now she wondered if everything was okay. She had a
funny feeling, and soon she was speed-walking back to the Witch Is
In.


Chapter Four

It was nearing eleven by the time Hazel and Camille
had discussed Camille’s business proposition, and Hazel still
wasn’t sure she was making the right decision. Luckily, just as her
brain was getting fried, there was a knock at the back door.

“Are you expecting anyone?” said Camille
suspiciously.

“No. I’ll just go see who it is.”

Hazel was glad of the distraction. She was getting
more and more tired by the minute, and she couldn’t help wondering
if there were subtexts to Camille’s offer that she wasn’t
seeing.

Camille had never been very good at the honesty
thing. To a certain extent, it came with being a vampire. You
couldn’t be immortal and live off blood and have the power to
hypnotize your prey without harboring some secrets. And Hazel had
her own secrets, of course, what with being a real witch in Salem.
But the secrets had simply gone too far in Camille’s case. Beyond
that, she’d always gotten the sense that Camille enjoyed being
secretive, something Hazel couldn’t deal with.

Hazel could sense Roxy’s presence before she opened
the door. Roxy’s aura was strong and bright and always had a
healing quality.

“Hey.”

“Hey. I was worried about you when I went to the
house and saw it all dark.”

“Aww, that’s so sweet of you.” Hazel pulled Roxy
into a big hug. She was thankful that now she had an excuse to go
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